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A wave of pitv flooded up in Michael.    Pity !    Blurb '.
He said drily: " When you've quite done, Bickct.
DYou happen to remember what you did for her ? "
Bicket uncovered his face and stared wildly. " You've
never told her that ? "
" No ; but I jolly well v, if you don't pull yourself
together."
" What do I care if you do, now—lyin' like " t, for all
the men in the world! Sixty pound! Honourably!
D'you think I believe that ? " His voice had desolation
in it.
"Ah!" said Michael. "You don't believe simply
because you're ignorant, as ignorant as the swine you talk
of. A girl can do what she did and be perfectly honest, as
I haven't the faintest doubt she is. You've only to look at
her, and hear the way she speaks of it. She did it because
she couldn't bear to see you selling those balloons. She
did it to get you out of the gutter, and give you both a
chance. And now you've got the chance, you kick up like
this. Dash it all, Bicket, be a sport! Suppose I tell her
what you did for her—d'you think she's going to squirm and
squeal ? Not she ! It was damned human of you, and it
was damned human of her ; and don't you forget it! "
Bicket swallowed violently again.
" It's all very well," he said, sullenly ; " it 'asn't 'appened
to you."
Michael was afflicted at once. No ! It hadn't happened
to him i And all his doubts of Fleur in the days of Wilfrid
came hitting him.
" Look here, Bicket," he said, " do you doubt your
wife's affection ? The whole thing is there. I've only seen
her twice, but I don't see how you can. I" she weren't fond
of you, why should she want to go to Australia, when she
knows she can make good money here, and enjoy herself

